ACT UJNJi
YERMA: Yes; loving each other.
[YERMA embraces and kisses her husband. She takes the initiative.]
JUAN: If you need anything, tell me, and 1*11 bring it to you. You
know well enough I don't like you to be going out.
YERMA: I never go out.
JUAN: You're better off here.
YERMA: Yes.
JUAN: The street's for people with nothing to do.
YERMA [darkly]: Of course.
[JUAN leaves. YERMA walks toward her sewing. She passes a hand
over her belly, lifts her arms in a beautiful sigh, and sits down to sew.]
YERMA:
From where do you come, my love, my baby?
'From the mountains of icy cold.'
What do you lack, sweet love, my baby?
'The woven warmth in your dress.'
[She threads the needle.]
Let the branches tremble in the sun
and the fountains leap all around!
[As if she spoke to a child]
In the courtyard the dog barks,
In the trees the wind sings.
The oxen low for the ox-herd,
and the moon curls up my hair.
What want you, boy, from so far away ?
[Pause.]
'The mountains white upon your chest/
Let the branches tremble in the sun
and the fountains leap all around!
[Sewing]
I shall say to you, child, yes,
for you Til torn and broken be.
How painful is this belly now,
where first you shall be cradled!
When, boy, when will you come to me?
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